gy 


True Patriots put to the Teſt, 


Or a ſure Way to know an honeſt Man from a Rogue. 


Cantue!!. RITHEE, my good fliend, don't be faint-hearted | 
Why, the country 15 in „ danger. 


Farmer. Nay be fo, Nlaſter, may be ſo. For my part, I don't pre- 


ad to be wiſer, and, I hope, I bc'nt a greater coward than other to!ks, 


but for all that, I can't hear of al! the daring robberies and cruel <;urders 
committed by that pretty fellow, Cowſteen, and t'other, what's his 


name General, zs they call themtelves, over the water, without feeling 


ſomewhat queerith. To be fure, we have among us a great many 


poor unhappy Frenchmen, (and it makes my heart bleed to fee them, 
poor fellows, who have been obliged to fly their country becauſe they 
were hone men, and choſe to ſtick by th: laws and conſtitution that 


ell France was ſo hugely pleas'd with not tix months ſince. But then, 


again, befides theſe, how many cut-throat looking French dogs do you 
ſce lurking about in every hole and corner, who, for aught that you 
or I know, may bc a part of their confounded gang. Now, if this 
ſhou'd be fo, or even if it ſhou'dn't be fo, we all know that a rogue 
that will rob in one place, will rob in another; and therefore, as ſoon 
as Maſter Cowſteen has got all he can plunder in other countries, it 
runs ſtrangely in my mind that he may take a fancy to come and play 
the ſame raſcally pranks here; for the rogues, I'll warrant it, well 
know what pretty picking they'd have in every town in England they 
cou'd march into, to fay nothing of what might happen to the far- 
mers poor Wives and Daughters they might mcet with on, their toad; 
therefore, as I ſaid before, tho' I hope I be'nt more afraid than my 
Neighbours, yet, ecod, I'm main glad to fee our brave Militia call'd 
out, and that's the Truth on't. 

This is all bad enough to think of, God knows! but all this, per- 
haps, you'll ſay is come into my own fooliſh Thoughts, by thinking of 
what might happen to 'my own poor Wife and my eldeſt Daughter 
Sal, who (as all the Pariſh knows) is to be married, God willing, 
Sunday come Fortnight, for ſhe was axt in Church the laſt. To be 
ſure, there may be ſome Truth in this; and then again, I thinks of 
my poor Barn that's ſo full of fine Wheat; my poor dear Hay-Stacks ; 
my Straw that muſt ſell ſo well in the Spring ; my Sheep, my Hogs, 
nay, my poor Dogs, for what cou'd eſcape from the Lantern Jaws of 
a half-ftarv'd Frenchman ? I fay, Maſter, when I thinks of all this, 
how can I help being a little queeriſhome ? But probably, Maſter, you 
be*nt troubled with any ſuch Incumbrances as theſe, therefore you ate 
in the Right to make yourſelf eaſy, for as the old ſaying goes, © He that 
* has nothing to loſe, has little to fear.” 


Befides, III tell you what, Maſter, as I was walking along about an 


Hour ago, I meets a plump, comely looking tort of a Gentleman, 


who, after looking me full in the Face, My Friend, ſays he, if I may 
gueſs by your Looks, I am ſpeaking to an honeſt Man, and a well- 
wither to our happy Conſtitution. I'll venture to ſay, ſays I, that you're 
not miſtaken. Why, then, ſays he, will you anſwer me truly and 
ſincerely one plain Queſtion? That I will, fays I. Why, then, tays 
he, tell me if you have not lately met with a great many ſpeechifying 
Fellows who are trying to talk you over with fine ſmooth Words, and 
to perſuade you that your Country is in no Danger. Aye, too many 
by half, ſays I. Why, then, ſays he, take this Paper, d'ye fee, and 
tlie fitſt of theſe Fellows who begins to preach to you, (no matter how 
demure, and ſanctify'd his Looks) ſtop him ſhort, and read what | have 
juſt given you; and then, after that, if he goes on to argufy with you, 
and would fain make you believe that the Engliſh Jacobites are not 
{worn Brothers to the French Jacobites, and they have all ſworn by 
Tom Paine and General Demurrer, and Monſieur Cowſteen, to lend 
all their Mights to cut every honeſt Man's Throat among us, and 
overturn all Law, aye, and all Religion into the Bargain. | 

In ſhort, Maſter, I cannot now call to Mind all this honeſt Gen- 
tleman's Words, but, Ecod, this I know, that he made it out as plain 
to me as your Noſe on your Face; that between you and I, we have 
as plaguy a ſet of Rogues among us, aye, aud ſome to, 

, but that's mum, for the Truth on't is, I lives hard by a great 

Man who is fo kind hearted to all his Tenants, and does ſuch a main 
deal of good to all the poor of the Pariſh. Why, it was but laſt 
Auguſt he fent poor Maſter Hardy Fifty Pounds to comfort him, the 
Day after his Barn was burnt, and in leſs than a Week after he ſent 
Ten Pounds to a poor Widow who's Cow was kill'd by the Light- 
ning: then, again, he noculates all the poor Children in the Pariſh, 
vhen ever their Parents be willing; and if any of the poor old Folks be 
tick, he ſen is his Potecary to em, aud gives em as much Phyſic 
as would kiil a Horſe. Oh, it I had but Time to tell you all the Good 
tie does | | 

But I fav, Maſter, when I conſiders all this, it almoſt goes againſt 
my He rt to ſay a foul Word againtt any great Man, be he who he will, 
at leaſt till I be pretty ſure of my Mark. However, Folks may ſay 
what they pleaſe about there being here and there a bad one or two 
among them; as for the matter of that, you know, as we ſay, there 
be now and then a ſcabhy Sheep in every Flock. But, Ecod, I have no 
more Time to loſe, fo prithee, Maſter, read theſe here Papers that the 
honeſt Gentleman gave me, for he ſaid that any Man who wou'd do 
this, and wou'd afterward pretend to ſay that the Country was in u 
Danger, muſt be, a Fool, a Madman, or a Raſcal; and, Ecod, I 
believe he's in the Riglit, ſo prithee, Maſter, now read away, as I'd 
fein know what Sort of a Man you be. 


LONDON : Prin::4 for JOHN STOCKDALE. Piccadilly, 1792. 
One Thoutand for Two Guinea, 


Horne Tooke's Sabfetiption for aſſiſting France to deſtroy all the 
Monarchs in Europe, and conteguently the King of Great Britain, is 
Hated by him and ius Junto to be 7 0l. To read the Names «© the 
Subſcribers ig ſuthcient to deter airy ngliſhman from ſuch Comnf any; 
and indeed of that crime are not the Sehjects of any Monarchs guilty, 
who give Money to a Nation proteſüng an Intention to tubvert ail 
Monarchical Gorerunent expreſſly tor the purpote ot aſſiiug chem 1a 
tl:at deſign? 

The hiſtory of French Crimes “ is ſufficient to excite Horror in the 
Breaſt ot every honeſt Engliſhman, and make him ſhrink at the Idea of 


encouraging or afifting a People ſo totally loft to every Sentimcat of 
Virtue of Humanity. 


« 


o Je es 4 GS 2 - 'F dy Y 5 . 0 
The gelt (can of the Tranſactions of the National Comverticn bein» 
Phi by cite of its Members, a red by him, tber. rematus a 
Deut of its Authenticity. 


Thur/ ay 22d November. | 
An Addreis was read from the Scciety of the Friends of the Revolu- 
tion, eſtabliſhed in London. The Members of this Society expreſs the 
warm Intereſt they take in the Succeſs of the Arms of the French Re- 


public: a Succeſs which promiſes the ſpecdy Downfall of Tyrants and 
of Thrones. 


FFcdneſday 28th November. | 3 WE 
The Bar was filled with Engliſh, Scotch, arid Iriſh, who congratu- 
lated the French Nation on the happy Efforts in giving ſo general a 
Triumph to Liberty, Reaſon, and Truth: it was at a fete made at Paris 
the T$th of this Month, to celebrate the Succels of the Arms of 
France, that theſe Enghith .formed the Reſolution of offering the 
Homage of their Sentiments to the Convention. The Speech of theſe 
bold Engliſhmen, and the Anſwer of the Prefident; were teccived with 
the greateſt Applaule. h 

Two Members of the Conſtitutional Society of London were then 
admitted to the Bar: after having congratulated the French People 
and having announced that there wu'd fron be a National Convention in Eng- 
land, theſe Deputies offered fix Thoufand Pair of Shecs for the Defen- 
ders of Liberty, which ſhould be delivered to them in fix Weeks, 4 
Thouſand Pair a Week. The Deputies, their Offer, the Senti- 
ments of the Society, were teceived with the moſt lively Enthuſiaſm. I 
was decreed that the Speech of the Deputation, the Anſwer of the Pre- 
fdent, and the Decree which expreſſes the Gratitude of the Convention, 


MUIR Vo 1 uted —— 4 fore Fry all the Neportmente. 28 2 nc tho Letter 
of Thanks which the Preſident was commi to wtite to the 


Society. 
The Miniſter of the War Department has written that the Haciety in 
London has already ſubſcribed the Sum of a Thouſand Pounds Sterli 


to furniſh the French Soldiers with Shoes, and that a Thouſand Pair of 
theſe Shoes were arrived at Dunkirk. 


Q. Had not theſe Shoes been better diſpoſe# of is the Pier of this Kingdom # 


Farmer ſpeaks, Well, Maſter, now that you have read the Paper 
that the honeſt plemp looking Gentleman gave me, what think you of it? 

Cantwell. Think of it, Friend | Why, that it is all vile filthy Trafh, 
thrown together purely to miſlead a poor unhappy deluded People, and 
I am forry to ſay, Friend, you amongſt the firſt. | 

Farmer. Mliſlead 2 poor unhappy deluded People] What, I ſuppoſe 
you wants to give us a little Touch of Mounſeers Liberty, do you? 
But thank God we be'nt quite ſich Fools as that comes to, neither. 
Unhappy People do you call us! Why, is'nt every poor Man's Pro- 
perty in this Country his own ? Aye, that it be! and then as to Li- 
berty, why, his Majeſty, God bleſs him ! an he'd a Mind to turn as 
big a Rogue as Doctor Thingum there, aye, or even as Tom Paine 
himſelf, he cou'dn't, I ſay, touch a ſingle Hair of our Heads, no, not 
if he had all the great Lords and Parliament Men at his Back. But, for 
Shame, Maſter Cantwell, what you thinks I doesn't know you then, 
but didn't I ſce you other Day as I was paſſing thro' you know where, 
in Heriford/hire ? Aye, and a pretty Diſcourſe you made of it truly. 
But mind what you're about, Maſter Cantwell, for in Spite of all the 
Lies that you're telling the poor Folks from Morning till Night, let 
me tell you, that we are not quite fo blind as you'd fain have us to be, 
and Ecod, if you can't learn to ſpeak a little Truth when you preach, 
you'd better by halt hold your Tongue, or elſe —— but you uns 
derſtands me, Maſter Cantwell, for vou be no Fool, thof I know 
you takes me to be one, but thank God I hare as much Mother Wit as 
my Neighbours, ſo good Morning to you, hoheft, upright, demure 
looking Maiter Cantwell. You open the Eyes of the poor deluded 
Peopla, indeed! Ecod, if you cou'd, they'd tear you to Pieces, aye, 
and half your pretty Brethren into the Bargain, ſo away with you, you 
canting Ratcal, away with you. | | 

Cantwell, Well, thanks to my Stars he's out of Sight, but let me 
move off whilſt my Bones are whole, for I find there's no longer any 


Safety for us here, and this I muſt make known to my Friends immed:- 
ately. | 


Cantwell ſncaks off, 


* See an Account of the Maſſacre at Paris on the 2d and 3d of September, 
printed tor Stockdale. / 
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